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The Hijlory of 

■ thereby livcth, is to be no counterfeit, but the true and perfect 
image of liteiudeed.The better part of valour is Diicretion; in 
the which better part I have laved my life.Zounds,I amafeard 
of this gunpowder though he be dead:how if he Ihould 

counterfeit too, and rife ? by my faith I am afraid he would 
prove the better counterfeit : therefore i’ le make him fure*vea 
and f le fweare I flew him. Why may not he rife afwell as I ? 
nothing confutes me but eyes, and nobody fees me ; therefore 
htra/withanew wound in your thigh ,come y ou along with 

tie tabes up Hots fur on his backs . Enter 'Trine e and 
John of Lancaster. 

Fr/». Come, brother lohnjaxW bravely halt thouflefht 
Thy may den Sword. 

John. But (oft, who have we hecrc ? 

Did y ou not tell me this fat man was dead ? 

Tnn, I did, I law him dead, 

BreatMelfe^nd bleeding on the ground. Art thou alive? 

Or is it fantafie that playes upon our eye-fight ? 

I prethee Ipeake, we will not truft our eyes 
Without our cares, thou art not what thou feem’ft. 

F*.//.No, that’s certaine, Iamnotacfoubleman : but if I be , 
not lacks Falfiafeyhen am la Jacke:therc is Percy A fyour Fa- 
ther will doe meany honour, fo : if not, let him flay the next 
you^ hlmfe - :I looke t0 be Earle or Duke,! can allure 

t ri ?r^l' P f rCy my fclfe ’ and faw thee dead. 

FaiJ . Didft thou ? Lord, Lord, how the world is given to 
[y»ng 1 Igrauntyou,! was downwind out of breath, and fo was 
hc,but we role both at an inftant, and fought a long houre by 
W clocked I may be Weeved,(o=if not.let them that 
ftould reward Valour, tore the lime upon their own heads, 
i Je take it upon my death, I gave him this wound in the thigh 
if the man were ahye,and w©ud deny it. Zounds I will make 
him eate a peece of my Sword. 

Mn.Jhhis the ftrangeft tale that ever I heard 

TW.This is the ftrangeft fellow, brother lohn 
Come, bring your luggage nobly onyourbacke, 

' For 


Henry the Fourth. . * 

For my part,if a lie will doe thee grace , 

Vie guild it with the happieft termes I have. 

1 b A retreate is founded. 

Prin The Trumpet founds retreat, the day is ours : 
Come,brother,leVs to the higheft of the Field , 

To fee what friends are living,who are dead . Exeunt. 

frf/.l’le follow .as they fay, for reward-.He that rewards me, 
God reward him.lf I do grow great, i’le grow Icffe : or l lc 
purge and leave Sacke, and live cleanely ,as a Nobleman liquid 

^°The Trumpets found,enter the Kin?, Prince of \Ndk$,Loyd 
John 0 / Lane after, Earle of Wdlmtrhnd, with 
Worcefter and Vernon prifoners.^ 

King, Thus ever did rebellion findc rebuke ; 

Ill-fpirited Worcester fivi not we lend grace. 

Pardon and termes of love to all ofyou ? 

And wouldft thou turne our offers contrary, 

Mifufe the tenor of thy Kinfmans truft ? 

Three Knights upon our party flay ne to day, 

Anoble Earle, and many a creature elfe. 

Had been alive this houre, / ■ .. 

If like a Chriftian thou hadft truely borne 
Betwixt our armies true intelligence. 

JTw.What I have done ,my fafety urg’d me to. 

And I imbrace this fortune patiently, 

Since not tobe.avoyded, itfalsonme. 

King, Beare Worcefter to the death, and Vernon too : 

Other offenders we will paufe upon. 

How goes the Field ? 

7Vi».The noble Scot Lord T> owg/as, when he fa w 
The fortune of the day turn’d quite from him. 

The noble Percy flay ne and all his men, 

Upon the foote of feare, fled with the reft : 

And falling from a hill , he was fo bruiz’d. 

That the purfuers tookehim.At my Tent 
The Dowglas is, and I befeechyour Grace, 

Imay difpofeofhim; 
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